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I am the pike in your breast,
my eyes of clay revolve the waves
while cirrus roots and lilies grow
between our banks of steep embraces.

Look into Wombs and Factories
and Behold

Look into wombs and factories and behold

nativities unblessed by hopeful stars,

the sleek machine of flesh,

the chubby bomb,

lying together in one dreadful cradle.

We are no longer ignored

in this easy agony of creation;

kings mark our breathing with a cross

and grant us honour undesired,

our vulnerability knows the trick of slaughter,

our pulse the useful trump of death.

This world, this comfortable meadow,

gay with surprise and treasure,

is common now with harvests of despair;

and mouths eager to sing,

to taste the many flowers of love,

open to tongues of bullets

and moan their shattered palates on the ground.